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Taylor stuck his head round the door to Dave's office. "I'm heading out, see you tomorrow." 

The figure at the desk merely grunted, all Taylor could see was a mop of brown hair. 

"You ok D?" 

Taylor pushed the door open further but it was met with resistance, he looked down to see a mass of 
crumpled up paper. There must have been hundreds of paper balls strewn across the floor all covered with 


Dave's handwriting. 


"What the fuck? What the hell are all these paper balls for?" Taylor kicked at the pile sending paper flying in all 


directions. 
Dave lifted his head, his eyes were bloodshot and he was wearing a ferocious scowl on his face. 


"| can't get the last fucking line," Dave growled. "Ten fucking hours I've been working on this and | can't get the 
last line." 


Taylor kicked a clear path across the room and perched on the side of the desk "Let me have a look" 
"NO!" Dave shouted. "tm going to get this fucking line written if it's the last fucking thing | do: 

"Relax D, you'll give yourself a heart attack," Taylor grinned. "What can | do to help?" 

Dave ran his hands across his face. "Nothing T, thanks, | just need to think” 


Taylor smiled. "That's where you're going wrong. The trick is to not think about it, do something else, take your 
mind off it. That's when it will come to you." 


Dave eyed Taylor suspiciously. "Really? That works for you?" 

"Well, | never really concentrate in the first place, my mind wanders off on its own accord" Taylor laughed. 
"But | hear that not thinking about the thing you want to think about is the best way of actually thinking 
about it without thinking about it" 

Dave smiled. "That made no sense yet it made perfect sense." 

"Glad to help." Taylor slid off the desk. "You look like shit, I'll go get you a coffee." 

“Thanks T" 

Taylor skipped out to the kitchen, Dave didn't usually struggle with lyrics, he wrote all the lyrics for the Sonic 
album in a few hours, must be just one of those ‘difficult’ songs. He brewed a new pot of coffee and poured 


out a cup for Dave, that should help, Dave was a caffeine fiend. 


Taylor carried the coffee back to the office, Dave was back sitting with his head in his hands. He looked up 
when Taylor plonked the coffee cup in front of him. 


Is no good T, | can't stop thinking about it" Dave groaned. "I can't think about anything else." 


"You need to relax, you're way too stressed" Taylor moved to stand behind the singer, he placed his hands on 


his shoulders and squeezed. 


"You're really tensed up," Taylor started kneading Dave's shoulders. "You need to chill the fuck out" 


Dave sighed. “That feels good T, keep going." 


Taylor ran his hands across the top of Dave's back pressing into the flesh as he went, making small circular 
motions with his thumbs. 


"You're still thinking about it aren't you?" 


Dave nodded. 


"You're wound up as tight as a spring.” Taylor's fingers started massaging Dave's neck "Gotta get you de- 
stressed." 


Dave groaned. "Where the fuck did you learn to do that? It feels amazing." 

Taylor giggled. "I once dated a masseuse." 

Dave laughed. "Why am | not surprised.” 

"Is it helping? Mind drifting off yet?" 

"Not yet" 

Taylor lifted Dave's hair away from his neck. "Think we need to switch to more drastic measures." He bent 
down, he placed a line of small kisses around the back of Dave's neck working his way up until he came to the 
FF tattoo, he stopped and gently nibbled the skin. 

"Fuck T, I'm sure that's not an official massage technique." 

"That's how she did it" Taylor laughed. "Don't you like it?" 

"| didn't say | didn't like it" Dave shivered. "It's actually rather pleasant." 

Taylor laughed softly, he continued kissing the back of Dave's neck whilst he slipped his hands down the front 
of Dave's shirt. His fingers traveled across his chest brushing gently across his skin until he reached his 
ripples, he flicked his fingers across them making them hard and erect. 

Dave moaned and slumped back in the chair. 

"Is it working D?" 


"A bit" 


Taylor tugged at Dave's shirt. "This needs to come off." 


Dave raised his arms, Taylor pulled off the shirt and threw it on the couch. He grabbed Dave's wrists keeping 


his arms raised. 
"Is that really necessary?" Dave grumbled. 
His grumbles ceased as Taylor sucked and nibbled along the inside of each arm from wrist to armpit. 


‘Jesus T, that feels fucking incredible. It kind of tickles but fuck..." Dave groaned as Taylor licked his way 


back down each arm. 

"How's your mind doing?" Taylor asked. “Still focused on the last line?" 

Dave smiled. "I think you need to keep going.’ 

Taylor spun Dave's chair round so that he was facing Taylor. Taylor dropped to his knees and pulled off Dave's 
shoes and socks, he lifted a foot and licked the underside dragging his tongue and grazing his teeth along the 
instep. 


"Fuck!" Dave almost shot out of the chair. "Holy fucking shit!" 


Taylor sniggered. "I think you have a bit of a tickle fetish. You're going to fucking love this." He lifted the other 
foot and repeated the action. 


Dave squirmed in the chair, his hands gripping the armrests and his breath coming in shallow gasps. 


Taylor unbuckled Dave's belt and undid his pants, Dave lifted his hips allowing Taylor to pull them off, they 
joined the shirt on the couch. Taylor grinned at the bulge in the singers boxers, he pulled Dave's legs apart and 
settle between them, he knelt up moving Dave's arms round to the back of the chair. 


"Grip your wrists, and try to keep still D, it feels so much better if you don't squirm about. And close your 
eyes." 


Dave's eyes snapped shut, Taylor placed his lips on Dave's ribcage just under his armpit, he lightly brushed his 
lips and tongue back and forth working his way down Dave's right side using his teeth to graze across his ribs, 
his beard tickling the sensitive skin, fingers tapping lightly across the surface. Dave hissed and bucked his hips, 
Taylor used his elbows to press down on Dave's thighs, keeping him from rising up off the chair. 


Taylor reached Dave's waist, he nibbled gently at the soft ticklish spot where his ribcage ended, pressing his 
teeth against the bottom rib, fingers tickling near his armpit. 


Dave howled. "FUCK." 
"You need a rest D? Want me to stop?" Taylor spoke with his mouth against Dave's skin 
Dave was panting, his chest heaving. "No, don't stop, don't fucking stop." 


Taylor smiled, he repeated the move on the left side, Dave hissed and howled, screaming obscenities as Taylor 


worked his way down. 


Taylor lifted his head, removed his hands then placed them back on Dave's waist, he lightly tapped his fingers 


against the skin and ribs tickling the singer, Dave roared and his eyes flew open 
"FUCK, FUCK, FUCK" 
He slumped back in the chair his eyes wide with shock. "What the fuck was that?" 


"I just made your skin super sensitive, so that every touch gives you tiny electric shocks. It builds up until 
your body kind of overloads and sets off all your nerve ends at once." Taylor smiled. "It's fucking amazing isn't 


it" 
"Jesus T." Dave glanced down at his erection. "I can't believe | didn't come." 


Taylor sniggered. "Just wait" He ran his fingers lightly across the top of Dave's boxers making Dave twitch and 


squi rm. 


Dave moaned as Taylor removed his boxers and took him into his mouth, engulfing him in warmth and 
moisture. His fingers were still tapping up and down Dave's ribs, fingernails lightly raking the skin and delicate 
touches dancing across his stomach as he moved his head up and down Dave's cock. Taylor let his teeth 
scrape against the skin dragging them up and over the head before taking him back in, swirling his tongue 
around the head, sucking gently. 


Dave's moans became deeper, more ragged as he tried to hold back. He squirmed in his seat, he grabbed the 
armrests, knuckles turning white as his grip tightened. Taylor's fingers moved to tickling Dave's ribs, moving 
down To his waist, across his stomach, down along the join of hip to pelvis and finally to his balls. He tickled the 
skin between ass and balls letting his fingernails scrape gently across the skin. 


Dave gripped a handful of Taylor's hair, his hips lifting out of the chair forcing himself further into Taylor's 


mouth. He screamed as he came. 


"HOLY FUCKING SHIT” 


Dave's whole body was trembling and twitching as he released into Taylor's mouth. He came long and hard, 


panting and moaning as he came back down. 

It took several minutes for Dave to calm down enough to speak. 

"Jesus fucking fuck." Dave stared at Taylor. "That was the most intense orgasm I've ever had." 

Taylor laughed. "I know, it's fucking awesome. Apparently tickling can enhance an orgasm if you do it right:" 
Dave grinned. "| think you did it right" 

Taylor smiled. "So did it work?" 

Dave looked confused. "| just said it did” 

Taylor laughed. "No, did you stop thinking about the last line?" 


Dave's mouth dropped open. "Oh my fucking god." He scooted the chair back to the desk, grabbed a pen and 
scribbled on the paper. 


| can't believe it, | finally got the last fucking line" He chuckled. “Thanks T." 

"So what was it? What was the line?" Taylor grinned. 

Oh, right" Dave pushed the paper across the desk to Taylor. 

He picked it up and read it. 

Thank you for your attention in this matter, | look forward to hearing from you in due course. 


"What kind of fucking lyric is that?" Dave had written some odd lyrics in his time but this was just fucking 


bizarre. 


"What?" Dave looked at the paper. "It's not a lyric. | was writing a letter to my bank manager, | just didn't know 
how to finish it" 


